





Cal Expo Amphitheatre, Sacramento, CA 


Set 1: Cold Rain and Snow > The Race Is On, They 
Love Each Other, C. C. Rider, High Time, Beat It on 
Down the Line > Promised Land > Deal 

Set 2: Scarlet Begonias > Fire on the Mountain, Man 
Smart (Woman Smarter) > Goin’ Down the Road Feeling 
Bad > Drums > Space > The Other One > Comes a Time 
> Sugar Magnolia 





4. Source: AUD, Quality: A—, Length: 2:10 

2. Source: SBD, Quality: B, Length: 2:10 

3. Source: FM-SBD (KFOG DHH 86), Quality: A, 
Length: 0:10 (“The Race Is On,” “High Time”) 

Highlights: The Race Is On, C. C. Rider, Scarlet Bego- 
nias, Goin’ Down the Road Feeling Bad, Drums, Space 


The band sounds relaxed as they hit the stage, “Cold Rain” 
steered along by pulsing playing from Lesh and Brent’s ever- 
confident touches, but nothing prepares us for the fall into 
“The Race Is On,” achieved by Bobby with balletic poise, 
played for the first time since 1981 (and only the second time 
electric since 1974) to celebrate the Kentucky Derby that 
day, though you’d never notice the long retirement. “GaG; 
Rider” appears in one of its fastest-ever incarnations—a 
perky version. “High Time” makes a rare 1980s appearance. 
Bobby continues in spirited fashion on “Beat It on Down the 
Line.” So far his tunes have been the heart and soul of the 
energy in this set, but he starts to stumble quite a bit in 
“Promised” and Brent, as usual, steps forward to fill the gap 
with style. Garcia solos at some length in “Deal” to end a set 
that feels rushed, even before you consider that it is only 
forty-five minutes long. However, it was apparently quite 
cold and that could have contributed to the hurry that the 
band appears to have been in. 

Garcia drops a few lovely lyrical flourishes into an 
extended first jam in “Scarlet Begonias,” but the real magic 
here lies in that area between his playing and the consis- 
tently inventive leads from Brent. The transition into “Fire” 
is simply one of the best ever as they trade ideas, Phil soon 
spotting a good thing and appearing for a slice of the action. 
As the first jam in “Fire” begins they are back at it again, 
but Garcia’s contribution seems to just die away until the 
closing jam, where he takes hold of a short but interesting 
theme and shakes it about with the help of the ever-present 
Brent whose playing throughout has bubbled over with 
delights. There’s a strange air to Garcia’s playing that is evi- 
dent even if it weren’t also the case that he sometimes just 
seems to disappear. When it’s good it can be very interest- 
ingly different, but he’s “only coming through in waves,” as 
Roger Waters would say. Unfortunately we can all suspect 
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one of the main reasons why this might be happening, but 
again the cold must have been an issue. “Woman Smarter” 
peters indistinctly into a rare pre-“Drums” “Goin’ Down 
the Road” that Bob dedicates to either “Larry” or “Lara.” 
Whoever it is, they are to be thanked for inspiring the sec- 
ond major highlight of the evening, which has a mellow 
Allman-esque feel. “Drums” really goes places, with enough 
mutant jungle rhythms to addle the most polymorphously 
polyphonic of minds. It spins, twirls, and juggles itself 
through a myriad of dazzlingly distinct soundscapes before 
abruptly abandoning the stage to the rest of the band for an 
initially gentle “Space.” After a while the sounds get 
stranger but it is not chaos the band seems to be striving 
toward, it is simply a sound sufficient to render the 
extended majesty of the cosmos. Somehow, gloriously, they 
seem to be able to produce it. Then Garcia leads a substan- 
tial shift in direction, signaling a slow and fascinating 
advance into the one tune that may have appeared the only 
melting pot big enough to accommodate the whole band 
and yet continue to express the same vibrant patterns of 
chaos and order that they had been producing so perfectly 
while in two separate groups—“The Other One.” There is 
no great eruption into the song, rather a gradual buildup, 
and, as Weir starts singing, Brent appears all around with 
lightning flashes of electric piano. However, Garcia is sim- 
ply not present and, after a short time and only that one 
verse, they fade out their contributions and start “Comes a 
Time.” The only thing Garcia is in the mood for tonight is 
being mellow or being spacey, and if the band attempts any- 
thing else he simply switches off! Of course Pd never seri- 
ously argue with a fine version of the vehicle for Hunter’s 
most searingly soul-searching lyrics. Nevertheless the furi- 
ously inventive energy that was present in “Drums” > 
“Space” seems to have dissipated when faced with vocals 
and song structure. “Sugar Magnolia” ends, however, with 
a surprising burst of “Space” that makes you wonder what 
on earth could be about to happen before Bob makes an 
announcement about broken guitars that is mostly lost in 
the super-weird twists Healy puts his vocal through. Then 
Phil steps up to say in an appropriately deranged voice, 
“What Bob meant to say was that Jerry’s fingers are totally 
frozen, his guitar is broken, and my mind is blown so I don’t 
think we’re going to do an encore tonight. See you tomor- 
row!” 

What can one say in summation about such a short yet 
fragmented performance? There is no doubt in my mind 
that the “Drums” > “Space” sequence is one of the finest 
ever. However, overall, this show is maybe more for those 
appreciative of occasions when the band was “different” 
than of when it was fully on form. There are certainly at 
least two remarkable and quite lengthy sequences that 
deserve to be heard by all, and superb playing by Brent, 
much, unusually, on piano. Some of the rest of it is a bit of 
a blur. 


JAMES SWIFT 









































Q sass Q 
Cal Expo Amphitheatre, Sacramento, CA 






Set 1: One More Saturday Night, Mississippi Half-Step 
Uptown Toodeloo, Little Red Rooster, Candyman, Me 
and My Uncle > Mexicali Blues, China Cat Sunflower > 
I Know You Rider 

Set 2: Gimme Some Lovin’ > Playing in the Band > 
Drums > Space > Uncle John’s Band > Playing in the 
Band Reprise > I Need a Miracle > Wharf Rat > Around 
and Around > Good Lovin’ 












Encore: Box of Rain 






1. Source: AUD, Quality: A—, Length: 2:00 

2. Source: SBD, Quality: B, Length: 2:00 

3. Source: FM-SBD (KFOG DHH 86), Quality: A, 
Length: 0:40 (“Gimme Some Lovin’” > “Playing in the 
Band” > “Drums,” “Space” > “Uncle John’s Band,” “Box 
of Rain”) 

4. Source: FM-SBD (GDH 341), Quality: A, Length: 
0:45 (“Space” > “Uncle John’s Band” > “Playing in the 
Band Reprise” > “I Need a Miracle” > “Wharf Rat” > 
“Around and Around” > “Good Lovin’ ”) 

Highlights: Playing in the Band, Drums, Space, Uncle 
John’s Band, Good Lovin’, Box of Rain 


The set list looks puzzling—“One More Saturday Night” to 
open with—and on a Sunday? But Bobby clears up the mys- 
tery before the song even starts—“We’re going to start off 
with yesterday’s encore.” So, a nice touch to begin this show 
after the superb bit of Phil weirdness that ended the night 
before. There’s only one other example of a show— 
3/14/82—where they seem to have started with the tune 
because they never got around to it as the encore the night 
before. It’s an unusually stolid version, not the normal end- 
of-show rush, but enlivened a little by Brent’s Hammond 
and Healy’s tweaks of Bobby’s vocals. There’s nothing of 
any greater interest until Phil gets thunderous in the cowboy 
medley, leading to a couple of twinges of excitement. Jerry 
is playing peculiar abbreviated lead lines here continuing 
through a rapid “China Cat Sunflower” that only blooms a 
little as the transition jam gives room for maneuver. It’s cut 
short for an “I Know You Rider” that features the return of 
Phil but not of inspiration from the band as a whole: as with 
the night before, another very short (forty-five minutes) set 
that still manages to feel rushed. 

As the two people taking the credit for what little effort 
there has been so far, it’s appropriate that the Phil and 
Brent-led “Gimme Some Lovin’ ” should open the second 
Set. The transition into “Playing in the Band” is most undig- 
hified, “Gimme Some Lovin’” seeming to just disappear 
Into its massive maw with a tasty burp. But once that is over 
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the full band very soon licks their lips and settles on a steady 
course as if they’d been playing to this standard all evening. 
The jamming begins so soon it’s almost impolite, Lesh lay- 
ing down the law with stentorian bass lines that make play- 
ing off of them easy going for everyone else. Surges of 
energy come and go as Jerry, Bob, and Brent let off steam 
together, exploring the outer reaches with organic joy and 
ease of effort. There are a series of delightful miniclimaxes, 
finally leading into “Drums” only about twenty minutes 
into the set, but during which time the band has thoroughly 
redeemed itself. From the start “Drums” is exhilarating, the 
power and variety of the performance making it a worthy 
continuation of the “Playing in the Band” jam. Jerry reap- 
pears alongside them to lead the way into “Space” amid a 
swirling panoply of sound. Graceful, a true sister to the 
night before, this “Space” isn’t, however, as fully developed. 
Still only forty minutes into the set and the band plunges 
back into the world of song with an energetic and tight 
“Uncle John’s Band.” Once more Phil is driving proceedings 
relentlessly. The song unfolds and grows inexorably, adding 
up to one of the finer versions ever performed. A roaring 
“Playing” reprise dances nimbly out of the end of it, but not 
for long as Bob switches his attention to a pretty tasty “Mir- 
acle.” Another fairly rapid turnaround has Jerry slowing 
things down with a “Wharf Rat” that features interesting 
fills from Bob. These grow in intensity toward the end and, 
once again, the band is pulled into the next tune almost 
before the previous one has finished. The closing “Good 
Lovin’ ” is very fine, with Bob’s strange “radioactive cloud 
rap” adding some off-beat interest—“I see this radioactive 
cloud is floating overhead, that’s what they said on the 
news... gonna make us all glow in the dark, but we don’t 
need it, don’t need it anyway, because inside we got a 
spark,” etc! Phil closes a run that has probably owed more 
to him than to any other member of the band with a delicate 
and well-sung “Box of Rain.” 

All in all a strange duo of shows, each with similar 
strengths—“Drums” > “Space,” some transcendental sec- 
tions of the second-set jams—and weaknesses—the first 
sets, the shortness of the shows. It’s worth repeating, 
though, that when these shows shine, they do so in unique 
ways that make those sections well worth seeking out. 

JAMES SWIFT 





